EUPHUISM AND ARCADIANISM       109
usurious mode of life, he bequeathed an old groat, leaving his
large fortune to the more pliable Lucamo. After the old man's
death Roberto plots with a friendly courtesan to pay his brother out.
Between them they aic to flay him and share the spoils. The plot
succeeds, so far as the lady is concerned : Lucanio is relieved of
his estate and reduced to beggaiy. But when Roberto demands his
share of the proceeds she laughs in his face, and shows up his villainy
to the brother. Roberto sinks to the lowest depths. Greene has
hisown depravity in mind, and as was his wont overcharges the
picture. But he was never more in earnest.
After such a review of lost opportunities and unredeemed base-
ness—none the less painful for being thrown into the indirect form
of fiction—it is no wonder that poor Greene's feelings were too
much for him, and that he broke into sobs of self-reproach :
Here (Gentlemen) break I off Roberto's speech ; whose life in
most parts agreeing with mine, found one self punishment as I have
done. Hereafter suppose me the said Roberto, and I will go on with
that he promised : Greene will send you now his groat's-worth of
wit, that never showed a mite's-worth in his life : and though
no man now be by to do me good : yet ere I die I will by my
repentance endeavour to do all men good.1
Then he holds forth in a icgular sermon :
But now return I again to you three, knowing my misery is to you
no news : and let me heartily entreat you to be warned by my harms.
Delight not (as I have done) in irreligious oaths ; for, from the
blasphemer's house, a curse shall not depart. Despise drunkenness,
which wasteth the wit, and maketh men all equal unto beasts. Fly
lust, as the deathsman of the soul, and defile not the Temple of the
holy Ghost. Abhor those Epicures, whose loose life hath made re-
ligion loathsome to your ears : and when they soothe you with terms
of Mastership, remember Robert Greene, whom they have often so
flattered, perishes now for want of comfort. Remember, gentlemen,
your lives are like so many lighted tapers, that are with care delivered
to all of you to maintain : these with wind-puft wrath may be ex-
tinguisht, which drunkenness put out, which negligence let fall: for
man's time is not of itself so short, but it is more shortened by sin.
The fire of my life is now at the last snuff, and for want of wherewith
1 Greenes Gtoats-Worth of Witte (Bodley Head Quartos, vi., 19x3, p. 39).

